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ONWARD 


Dear readers, writers and sharers, 


The art of writing has never been easy. In the past, words and symbols had to be carved into 
stones, painted with blood or natural dyers to add meanings to a though living. The craft of 
symbolizing life into a permanent state continues to follow human history no matter how 


many changes it faces. 


Regardless of transformation, writing still remains a powerful artifact which connects 
people at different times and places. As a time machine, it is capable of transporting people 
to the future or to the past, and transforming their destiny. It is also a way of prolonging 


life, and leaving a printed mark in the world. 


I believe the power of words cannot be undermined. Either sacred or mundane, words 
create worlds. The Brave & the Afraid is one of them. This year's anthology brings the 
contributions of many international writers across the globe about a topic which crosses 
margins and divides humanity: courage! It is said to be one of the most important attitude 
which leads to others, and it cannot be different with writers. It needs a lot of courage to put 


one word after the next! 


Our aim with the annual anthologies is to share our writings. The MOOC courses from 
IOWA University offer an outstanding opportunity to get to know writers and venture into 
new styles. This year illustrations bring wordseverywhere# with photos which state the 


daily living of a word-world. 


Last but not least, I must specially thank each participant of this anthology for believing 


and contributing to our collective endeavor. 


Now, let the words speak for themselves! 


With love, 


Mónica Mastrantonio/ Author Margareth Stewart 
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FORWARD BY BRENDA HASKIN 


FORWARD BY KAREN PRICE 


CRAIG N. WILLIS / FIRST STORY 


DEBORAH JONES / I AM THE MOTHER 


ELSA OROZCO / THE PAIN THAT WE ALL BEAR 


JAMES FRANCIS O'NEIL / LOCAL STH GRADER SAVES NUN 


JACKY FREITAS / THE WEAKNESS THAT HURTS 


JEAN HUETT / PIN CUSHION WOMAN 


K.V. MARTINS / LAMENTATION 


LYNN WHITE / WHERE EQUIVALENCE GOES TO DIE 


MARK BLICKLEY; DONNA BASSIN / *SO ZOO ME" 


MARTIN PORTER / AND THE WORLD WAS WHITE... 


MONICA MASTRANTONIO / FREEDOM - A BALLAD 


NORBERT GORA / TWO SCARVES OF LIFE 


ROSEMARY WILDBLOOD / THE HAIRCUT 


SAMMY OKE AKOMBI / WASHOE JEKURIKAK 
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SARRA JOUINI / THE INQUISITOR OF CORDOBA 


SERGIO FALCHI / MISS AMERICA 


TATJANA MIRKOV-POPOVICKI / THE SKULL TOWER 


TOM JOHNSON / THE SILVER STAR 


TRISH SHIELDS / WITHIN THE BELLOWS 


VICTORIA YACOUB / SEA JOURNEY 


WORDSEVERYWHEREZ/PHOTOS 
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SARRA JOUINI 


THE INQUISITOR OF CORDOBA 


"In resplendent Autos-da-fe 


Burned the wicked heretics.’ 


The Brothers Karamazov, Fyodor Dostoevsky 


The neighbours were forced to wait for the fires to consume the fresh bodies and for 
the screams to eventually burn out. They swallowed their cries in a solemn silence and 
selfishly tried to look away in fear of being haunted by the gruesome images at night; but 
the sulphurous odour quickly found its way to their olfactory bulbs and straight to their 
resisting memories. Diego Deza was content. This week's harvest has proved to be 
abundant. He thought his endeavours must have been blessed by the Heavens. He dusted 
off his scarlet silky vestments, looked unto the horrified faces of the mob and quoted the 
holy book in his usual lengthy speech. 

The ever-silent mass knew better than to interrupt the stern sermons of Diego Deza 
who proceeded in his discourse: “Respond not to the calls of the wicked sorcerers, 
soothsayers and healers for they have been sent by the Devil to tempt you into forsaking 
your soul and deserting your faith. They are the heathens who walk the earth and worship 
the dragon which gave power unto the beast. Follow them and your hopes shall be in vain 
and you will be debased and succumb to the torment of the blazing flame." He pointed to 
the large fiery ring on his left as if they did not know what he meant. “Chaos and death 
have befallen you and shall linger until the heretics are revealed and judged in front of God 
and Man. Ad majorem Dei gloriam! Every Christian shall defend the glory of God and 
guard the faith from these daemonic creatures. Repent thee now of your wickedness lest 
you sink in the pit of eternal darkness!" 

Diego Deza gestured for one of the inquisitors who had formed a line waiting for 
orders. Indeed, there is no better occasion to introduce his newly-appointed Chief 
Lieutenant Diego Rodriguez Lucero. “That is how the day will come to fruition”, he 


ponders. The mild winds have now scattered what was left of the fiery circle; but the 
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masses should be reminded that the eyes of justice will not forsake them and that the ashes 
will once again be set ablaze. 

Lucero was a quinquagenarian man. His sunken eyes and heavy walk gave a 
wrongful impression that he was approaching death with every step he took. He was 
followed by three of his Familiars: Armed men who are clad in black with the white cross 
of Saint Dominic on their cloaks. Lucero carried his robes as he mounted the few steps and 
faced the crowd. He hawked and then shouted out: “From this day onward, I, Diego 
Rodriguez Lucero solemnly swear to protect you, people of Cordoba, from the heathens 
that walk the earth and plot against Christendom. We are truly privileged to have had Grand 
Inquisitor Diego Deza to help us identify these heretics. Now, it is my duty and yours to 
continue this honorable quest.” 

“Disperse! ... "One of the Familiars gave the order. 

The people, stupefied, recoiled back to their homes. By nightfall, murmurs arose 

about the new inquisitor. They were estranged to his practices. They did not know what to 
expect but they knew they will be watched and they ought to be watchful. Shutters were 
closed. Lights were dimmed while the Familiars patrolled the neighborhoods. 
At the early hours of dawn, the city shook with the loud shrieks of a young damsel. The 
Familiars had taken her father captive, a respectable man known by all. It was Joseph, the 
city baker. Alarmed by the shouts, people heralded into the streets as an attempt to 
understand what lies behind Joseph's detention. 

Joseph Ben Jacob was one of the rich men of Cordoba. He collected his fortunes as 
he crossed the seas. He was a spice merchant throughout his youthful years until he married 
Isabella Velez who he considered the most beautiful woman in the Mediterranean lands. He 
always feared that he was not worthy of her beauty and so he would not leave her side. He 
was also unable to forgo his love of the water. With the aid of a nobleman, he built a mill 
near the Guadalquivir River. There, he ground the finest wheat in Spain which allowed him 
to establish his now infamous bakery. He aromatized wheat flour with secret spices from 
the Far Orient which span heads a thousand times. He was soon well-reputed all over the 
city. He would shower his wife with ordained silk dresses and rare jewels which she so 
gratefully accepted. It was unfortunate though how their happiness was short-lived. Right 


after Isabella gave birth to a child, she was bedbound with fever for days with no remedy to 
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ease her pains until her soul departed the earthly realm. Joseph was so stricken by his loss 
that he did not leave his house for thirty consecutive days. The only person who stepped 
inside his house was the wet nurse who took care of the newborn. Joseph was only 
consoled with the presence of the angelic being he called “Isabel” after her late mother. 
Rare were the people who have been inside the baker's house. There was some sacredness 
that he wanted to preserve at home after his wife passed away. The young Isabel gradually 
learnt how to take good care of her father and preserve the memory of a mother she does 
not remember. She made sure that the house is always clean and smells of lavender which, 
her father tells her, had been her mother's favourite scent. As the Familiars rummaged the 
house looking for evidence of conviction, they were intrigued by the excessive presence of 
the herb. Is it a protective charm or perhaps a potent potion? The Familiars knew not what 
it represented but they made a full account to Lucero the inquisitor who suspected that 
Isabel could be a witch. He demanded the presence of one of the few people who had been 
inside Joseph's house and that was Isabel's wet nurse who cared for the young one in her 
early years. She was held under interrogation for hours and was threatened to be labeled a 
conspirer unless she reveals important information about the baker's daughter. The old lady 
had no incriminating information to share and knew wholeheartedly that Isabel is a pure 
and devout Christian and could not have been a witch. She simply described what she 
witnessed 15 years ago as she attended to baby Isabel. 

As Joseph is dragged to the dark cellars, he kept looking back searching for the 
emerald eyes of Isabel until he spotted her in the madding crowd. He forced a smile 
knowing that it might be his last. He did not wish to allow her a memory of a tearful father. 
In the cellars, Joseph contemplated not his death but the torture that awaited him for the 
cries of the tormented souls had scarcely an interval of rest. 

Few days later, the inquisitor announced that the ceremony of fires is to take place 
and ordered that all shall attend the public burning or be called a 54econquista or even 
worse a renegade and assume the same fate. The people gathered in utter disbelief. Could 
Joseph truly be a sorcerer? People wondered. What accusations have befallen the poor old 
man? 

Lucero was prepared to preach under the antagonizing eyes of the Cordobans who 


loved Joseph dearly. “There is no greater treason against God than that of heresy and this 
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man, right here is the greatest of heretics and the most perilous indeed. You think you have 
known this man for the entirety of your lives; but he has denied God and Christ and denied 
you the honesty that you deserve as Christian neighbours and friends. You shall not pity 
him for he has abused your innocent and simple minds while feeding you lies for decades. 
Do you not see how these false prophets preach about their old faith behind closed doors? It 
is now that we put an end to this abuse and purify our hearts and souls from these abdicants 
before we are swamped away with houses of false Gods. Beware, people of Cordoba! The 
army of heretics is all around us and we shall stand unmoved and unshaken in face of 
heresy." 

The Familiars dragged Joseph to the stand. His swollen face was drained of life. His 
bloodshot eyes strayed in the vacuum. One of his toes has been wrenched off at the orders 
of the inquisitor trying to extort a confession; yet, Joseph never confessed. 

The wet nurse did. 

She described how Joseph did neither shave nor cut his hair during the time he 
mourned his wife. For thirty days, he sat on the floor instead of the chair, wore the same 
torn clothes and only fed on bread and eggs. Lucero recognized these strange practices. He 
decreed that Joseph must have been secretly following Jewish beliefs which he might have 
inherited from his father before him who bore the name of Jacob. He concluded that it was 
evidence enough that he had Jewish blood. He is then much worse than a witch. He is a 
false converso and was thus sentenced to burn at the stake. 

Joseph's feet were pinched between two boards and sunk in oil. Before initiating the 
flame, Lucero, approached the half-dead man and murmured words in his ears that shook 
the poor old man to the point of convulsion. 

In the crowd, Joseph's neighbor Sayyidah Al-Andalusya concluded that the soul 
must have departed earlier than the flesh because the screams were prematurely lost. She 
thought he must have suffocated with the smoke and was spared those last few moments of 
excruciating pain. She contemplated her fate in the hands of the inquisitor. Her face grew 
pale and her body cold and prayed in her heart that God take her soul before her body ever 
touches fire. 

The grip loosened around her chest when her son Badr held her hand and slowly 


walked her back home. They both knew that the time has come to leave before Joseph's 
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fate becomes theirs as well. They believed that Lucero was not acting according to 
established inquisition rules. Therefore, anyone could be labelled a heretic. Perhaps he 
imagined himself a Castilian Preux de Chevalier of a second 56econquista. No one was 
safe. They soon discovered that he did not act out of zeal but out of lust for power and 
property. After Joseph's sentence, the inquisitor confiscated all his assets leaving nothing 
for poor Isabel but a revolting offer of marriage. He told her their union would not save her 
father's soul but perhaps God will accept it as a sign of her own repentance. Isabel, no 
longer having anything to lose, refused to join Lucero in matrimony but knew that 
confronting him with the truth would mark the end of her life. She confessed to Sayyidah 
about her need for escape knowing that the latter would assist her with all means necessary. 

When Badr saw an opportunity for flight to the southern coast, Sayyidah feared her 
sickly body would not keep pace which would endanger the life of her only living son. She 
decided to let him go along with Isabel, daughter of Joseph ben Jacob hoping they find 
shelter in a foreign land away from the burning hell that inquisitor Lucero started. 

Sayyidah Al-Andalusya had been accustomed to weary travels. She was known as 
“Al-Hajja”. A nickname usually attributed to people of the Muslim faith who have 
accomplished their pilgrimage to Mecca. Sayyidah accompanied her husband Abu Badr 
(father of Badr) in a nine-month journey from Andalusia to Mecca. She had made one sole 
prayer and that was for God to bless her days with a child and live long enough to care for 
him and educate him. On the journey back to Cordoba, Sayyidah fell ill and was unable to 
travel with the caravan. She sought urgent rescue from the sages of Susah, a coastal city in 
Ifrikya only to find out that an unexpected pregnancy was the cause of her distress. Upon 
this long-awaited revelation, Abu Badr decided that they should stay in Susah until the 
child was born and only then would they go back home. When the time was ripe, Sayyidah 
gave birth on a full moon night to a healthy boy she thus named Baar. 

Badr De Susah grew up to be exactly what his mother intended him to be: a learnt 
man whose education secured a plum position by the side of a noble master. Together they 
travelled the lands: From Catalonia to Valencia and Malaga, they explored the books and 
studied the sciences that received the attention of governors and rulers. So when Badr 
escaped to the south, his friends informed him that even Granada was no longer safe for 


non-Christians and thus sought refuge in Tetouan. He was welcomed by others like him 


The Brave & The Afraid 


who mourned their departure from their ancestral lands as well as the loss of their loved 
ones. 

Diego Rodriguez Lucero ceaselessly abused the citizens of Cordoba, laymen and 
noblemen alike. At the beginning, the large-scale auto de fe fuelled the fear of the people 
and turned them against one another. As Lucero gradually accumulated the spoils, he 
managed its distribution as well. Stories of briberies spread like fire and the number of 
contributors to the inquisition multiplied with each burning. Even church dignitaries were 
brought to their knees by Lucero, “the Bringer of Darkness". His ambition and ego grew 
even larger when the king and queen awarded him thousands of maravedis as ayuda de 
costa. Lucero, knowing the people of Cordoba, fed on the superstitious to enflame hatred 
and justify the ongoing massacres and so stories of conviction grew exceedingly fantastic. 
The most chaste women were called out as debauched Maenads transported by goats by the 
power of the devil. They were torn away from their fathers and sent en masse to the flames. 

Hajja Sayyidah was able to remain unimportant for years. She had no property of 
her own, no land, cattle or fortune to heed the attention of the inquisitor. After her son Badr 
left Cordoba, she had to take up a practice in order to survive. With time, she became an 
unparalleled embroiderer. Her art was inspired by the shapes and colors that met her gaze 
during her travels with the late Abu Badr. She frequented the house of a Lady who admired 
and often bought her work. One evening, the Lady had a throbbing pain in the stomach of 
which she knew not the origin. Hajja Sayyidah concocted an herbal potion of cinnamon and 
ginger to ease her pain. The Lady's maid stood in awe in front of the swift effect of 
Sayyidah's potion and the news could not be contained within the battlements. Then came 
the day that Hajja Sayyidah feared. Her good deed was held against her. The potion was 
evidence that she was a crone who had acquired her healing knowledge from the 
underworld. Her home was ravaged by Familiars and she was dragged to the cellars. 

The Lady, who was grateful towards Hajja Sayyidah for releasing her from the 
claws of death, was eaten up by her conscience. She had to act fast before the old Sayyidah 
is sent to her death. Along with other trusted ladies of the Cordoban community, she met in 
secret to discuss the injustices that have befallen the city since the arrival of Lucero. They 
decided to first appeal to the marquises of neighbouring areas whose armed forces may 


rescue Cordoba from the Bringer of Darkness. Meanwhile, nobility, clergy and laymen, 
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rallied against the inquisitor and gathered evidence of his unlawful transgressions. All 
agreed that he was no Bernard Gui nor was he a seeker of truth or a servant of God. He 
only served his unabashed rapacity. The people made their case to the queen and the papacy 
and waited for a miraculous response. On the day of Sayyidah's burning, she was dragged, 
unconscious, out of the cellars. The flesh-stripping cordeles used to strap her during torture 
sessions left bloody bruises all over her body. She was soaking-wet. Her mouth was wide 
open and her face bluish. How long she endured the tormenta de toco, no one knows. Her 
torture is now to be over. She is to be delivered out of her misery. 

As Lucero was preparing himself to climb the stairs and preach as usual, he 
perceived an array of armed men walking towards the theatre of blood. He instantly 
realized that no burning is to take place today or anytime soon in Cordoba. He threw away 
his walking cane and disappeared on the spot as if transported by the Devil ! The people ran 
towards Hajja Sayyidah to untie her and reassure her that she is to live another day. 

The men of the Marquis of Priego De Cordoba freed all the prisoners from their 
dismal condition. Meanwhile, Diego Rodriguez Lucero was nowhere to be found. The king 
eventually declared Grand Inquisitor Diego Deza responsible for the scandalous calamities 
inflicted by the Binger of Darkness and appointed a successor who took up the persecution 
of Lucero. 

The news of Lucero's escape spread to the North African coast. Badr De Susah 
travelled back to Cordoba with his family of four looking for a mother he thought he lost 
forever. Three decades have passed since he has last seen her. Every day, he struggled with 
remembering her face and her voice; but he never ceased to talk about her and think of her. 
At last, he found her, in the midst of her colourful yarn, struggling with her needle. He 
could not contain his tears upon meeting her. Her ran to her embrace like a child and buried 
his head in her bosom. All felt like a mirage to Hajjja Sayyidah, a dream from which she 
did not dare to wake up. She lived to receive not only her son but her grandchildren and 
their mother, the beautiful Isabel. 
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© SARRA JOUINI 
Sarra Jouini is a professeur agrégé who graduated from the Ecole Normale Superieure de 


Tunis in 2015. She is currently a PhD student at the University of Manouba. Sarra is also 
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the co-founder of Aspire to Inspire Tunisia which organized the first English Spoken Word 
event series in the Maghreb region. Since 2014, the initiative has voiced and acknowledged 
young poets and helped them hold performances and share their works. 


https://twitter.com/Sarra Jouini 
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